
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world byJSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.istor.org/participate-istor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



Gladys Cromwell 



This will has vanquished Death 
And foiled oblivion. 

But this indifferent clay, 
This fine experienced hand, 
So quiet, and these thoughts 
That all unfinished stand. 

Feel death as though it were 
A shadowy caress; 
And win and wear a frail 
Archaic wistfulness. 

AUTUMN COMMUNION 

This autumn afternoon 
My fancy need invent 
No untried sacrament. 
Man can still commune 
With Beauty as of old : 
The tree, the wind's lyre. 
The whirling dust, the fire — 
In these my faith is told. 

Beauty warms us all ; 
When horizons crimson burn, 
We hold heaven's cup in turn. 
The dry leaves gleaming fall. 
Crumbs of mystical bread ; 
My dole of Beauty I break, 
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POETRY : A Magazine of F e r s e 

Love to my lips 1 take, 
And fear is quieted. 

rhe symbols nf old are made new : 
1 watch the reeds and the rushes, 
The spruce trees dip their brushes 
In the mountain's dusky blue; 
The sky is deep like a pool ; 
A fragrance the wind brings over 
Is warm like hidden clover, 
Though the wind itself is cool. 

Across the air, between 

The stems and the grey things. 

Sunlight a trellis flings. 

In quietude I lean : 

I hear the lifting zephyr 

Soft and shy and wild : 

And I feel earth gentle and mild 

Like the eyes of a velvet heifer. 

Ix)ve scatters and love disperses. 
Lightly the orchards dance 
In a lovely radiance. 
Down sloping terraces 
They toss their mellow fruits. 
The rhythmic wind is sowing. 
Softly the floods are flowing 
Between the twisted roots. 
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Gladys Cromwell 

What Beauty need 1 own 

When the symbol satisfies? 

I follow services 

Of tree and cloud and stone. 

Color floods the world; 

I am swayed by sympathy ; 

Love is a litany 

In leaf and cloud unfurled. 

ST.^R SONG 

There are twisted roots that grow 

Even from a fragile white anemone. 

But a star has no roots; to and fro 

It floats in the light of the sky, like a water-lily, 

And fades on the blue flood of day. 

A star has no roots to hold it. 

No living lonely entity to lose. 

Floods of dim radiance fold it; 

Night and day their silent aura transfuse; 

But no change a star can bruise. 

A star is adrift and free. 

When day comes, it floats into space and complies; 

Like a spirit quietly, 

Like a spirit, amazed in a wider paradise 

At mortal tears and sighs. 

Gladys Crornuejl 
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